
% T he Tragedy of O th ello 

He (in good time) mu ft his Lciutenaat be. 

And I Sir (bleffe the marks) his MoordTvps Ancient. 

Red. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tisthecurfeofferuic;‘, > • : , 

Preferment goes by letter and affe&ion. 

Not by the olde gradation. where each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft : . 

Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to loue the Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow himthctV, ' . . , 

lag. O fir, c ontent you, 

I follow him to feme my tur.n,e vpon hirn^ ‘ . 

We cannot all be mafters, nor all matters '• ; r ; -niil 

Cannot be tniely followed, ypu flrkll markc' r.v 

Many a dutious a id knee-crooking khane. 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his matters Aife, 

For nought bat prouentjer, and when bee’s bid caflilefd) 7 ■ 

Whipmeefixhhoneft ? knauiisv * " A- - ,;o ' 1 
Others there are, 

W ho crim’d m formas and vaffiges i of dirty, ; v - «]''(« a mil ;-:-‘:nnK 
Ketpve yettheir dcatrs,atVeHiing;‘'^hcjrifelucsV ; ^ ' rioSI 

And throwing bufttiew&s of ferUrceon their Loicfsd 
Doe well thrice by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 


Doe th ‘mfclues homage, - ; . . ' : :• 

Thofe felloves haue fame ffiule/ j !: ’ 4 •••• c'.’n Jr-fi! 

Andfuchaonecoe ] i profdTejwyfelfe,— --for fih i.bc '* r , .. 

It is as fnre as you are Roderigo, ;■ ‘ • ••• r!j.- f 

Were I the Moore, I would not be Iago?' l - j,. ; ‘ 

In following him, I follow but my feife. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeraing fo, for my peculiar end t ■ 

For when my outward adtion doth dempnltrate ) 

The natiue adt x and figure of toy heart) : j* 

complement extents, tis not long after, - - 10 : 
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But T will weare my heart vpot; my fleeue,, , 

For Dawes to peckeft,;. ..... u onSHSEPlK 

I am not what i am. tK-i 1 “.-iti! u'da.i?: ntti' : 'i i 

Rod. W hat a full fortjung docs tfig p^eklipsowe, • .1 
Ifhe can carry 't thus? j„ . . ; • 

U S . Call vp her father, . ' ' 

Rowie him, make after him, poyfon bis delight, 

Proc'ainae him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that.hjs joy be ioy. 

Yet throwfuch changes of vexation out) . i ' . 

As it may loofc fome colour. * r. 1 • 

Rod. Hcrcishjerf.thershoufe, lie cali aloud. \* 

fag. Doe with iike timerous accent, and. 4 ire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire . ) A • • 

Is fpied in populous Cities. . 

Rid. What ho, Brabant to. Seignior BrahantioyOj 
lag. Awake, what ho i ‘Brabar.tio y 
Theeues, thceues, theeyes : 

•Looke tpyour heufcjtyou; Daughter, and your bags, 

Theeues, theeues. 

‘ Brabantio,?* a. 

Bra. What is. the reafotv of this terrible fummons ? 

What is die matter there? 

Rod. Signior. is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdooreslpckt? i . ’ • 

"Bra. Why wbereforp.aske you this ? .ei .y 

fag sir you are robd* foTffhame put op youf gowne,. • 

Your heart is burft.yonhaue loft halfe yourfoBlC^ ■ ; 'J* e 
EucnnoWjVery now,anpidbiacke.fiam. , 

Is tupping your white Ewe ;arife,anfe ? .. . ' 'r y.-.r • 

Awake the Porting Citizens with the bell, J - 

OreifetheDinell willmake aGrahdfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

!?>•<«. What, haue you loft your wits? 

Rod, Moft rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 

"Bra, Not F, what are you ? , , ' <' 

■ $t My name is Rodmgo. 
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